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of King Richard the fecond. 
Prinms- Selena Prim a. 



Enter King Richard John a Gaunt , with other 
Nobles, and Attendants. 

■King Richard 

O Ld lohn of gaum f time-honoured Lancaster , 
Haft thou according to thy oath and band. 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold fon * 
Here to make good, the boyfterous late appeale 
Which then, pur leafure would not.let vs heare, 

Againft the Duke of N orfoll^e, Thomas Mowbray} 

Gauft. I hauc my Liege. 

King. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him. 

If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Or worthily as a good fubic& fhould, ;• j<. 

On fome knowne ground of treachery in him* 

Gaunt. As nccre as 1 could lift him on that argument. 
On fome .apparent danger lecne in him, 

Aym d at your highnelfe, no inueterate malice. 

Ktng. l hen call them to our prefence face to face, 1 r . 
And frow hing brow to brow, our fcl ues will heare 
th accufer, and the accuted, freely fipeake ; 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire . 

If) rage, deafeasthe lea ; haftyas fire. 
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■ ' m Lip AM uem 

Enter Bnllingbrooke,and Mowbray* 

Bub. Many yecrcs of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soveraignc, my loving Liege. 

Mow. Each day (till better others happinefle, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Adde an immortal! title to your Crovvne. 

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs. 

As well 'appeared] by thecaufe you come, 

Namely to appeale each other of highrreafon. 

Cofin ot Hereford, what dofl thou object 
Againflthc Duke of Norfolke^Thomas Mowbray ? 

'Bui. Firft,(heaven be the record of my fpeech,) 

In the devotion of a lubiecls love, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate, 

Come I appelant to his Princely prelence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray , doe I tilrne to thee, 

A nd marke my greeting well : for what I fpeake, 

My body fliall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine Soule anfwer it in Heaven. 

Thou art a Traytor,and a milcreant ; 

Too good to befo,and too bad to live. 

Since the morefaireandChriflallis theSkie* 

^ he uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

W ith a foule traitors name,liuffe I thy throat. 

And wifli (fopleafe my Soveraigne) ere I move, (prove. 
What my tongue fpeakes, my right drawne livord may 
ow. Let not my coole words here accufe my zeale ; 
Tis not-thetryall of a womans war re,. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Canarbitrate thiscaule betwixt us tvvaine : 

The blood is hot that mud be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of fuchtame patience boaft. 

As to be huflrt, and noughtat all to fay. . 

Firil, the fairs reverence of your Highneflecurbesme, 
From giving reines and Ipurresto my free fpeech, 

Which once would poll, untill it had return’d 
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oj nxenaru we jccona. 

Thefe termes of treafon, doubly downe his throat 
Setting alide his high bloods royalty,, 

And let him be no kinlman to my Liege, 

I doedefie him, and I fpit at him. 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villaine: 

Which to maintained would allow him oddes, 

And meet him, were I tide to runne a footc. 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable. 

Where ever Englifli man third let his foote. 

Meane time, let thus defend my royalty^ r: 

By all my hopes moll falfely doth he lye- 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming here die kindred of the King, 

And lay afidemy high bloods royalty. 

Which feare, not reverence makes me to except. 

If guilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength, •••'M 
As to take up mine honours pawne,then ftoope. 

By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft theearmeto arme. 

What Ihave lpoken,orthou canlt devife. 

Mow. I take it up,and by that fword I fweare. 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
lie anfwer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous deligne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be tray tor, orun/ultly fight. 

King. \\ hat doth our Cofin lay to Mowbray es charge ? 
It mult be great that can inherite us. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

But. Looke what 1 layd my life fhall prove it tine. 
That A+owbray hath receiv’d eight thousand Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highnelfeSouldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd impioyments. 

Like a falle Traytor,and injurious Villaine, 

Bvfidesl lay, and will inbattell prove, 

Or here or ellewhere to the furtheli Verge; 
i bat ever was furvey’d by Englilh eye, 
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The Life and Death 

That all the treafons of thefc cigttteene yeares 
.Complotted and contrived in this l and, 

Fetcht from falfe CMmbray their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further, will maintaine 
Vpon his bad lifcjto make all this good, r ' ! ' • , - 

That he did plot the Duke of 'ty Utters death,' ; : • ' 

Suggeft his loone beleeving adverfari s. 

And confequently like aTraytor Coward, 

Slue d out his innocent foule through ftreames of ‘blood • 
Which blood j^likefacrifidrig ^^//tryes, 

(Even from the toirgueleffe eavernes of the earth) 

To me for luftice, and rough' chafticement : 

And by the .glorious worth of my defeent. 

This arme fhalldoeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a piteh his refolution foares ; ”• 
Thomas of Norfolk^ ,V j hat fayeft thou Co this '■< 

Mow. Oh Jenny foveraigne'turnc"awiy f Jhis'fi‘cd, 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 havetold this flander of his bloOdj 
How God apdigoodiifen hatelo fOwle’i'Iyer. 

are Our eyes and eare<, 

Were he outbrotlierj 'riay,Our Kingdonrcs lieiie 

As he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; ' ■ . - : 7 

Now by my Scepters awe.Imakea vow, 

Such neighbour-neerertefle to onr facred blood, 

Should nothing priviled ge him, hor par iia/ize 
The unhooping firmenefle of our upright foule. 

He is our fubiedt (Mowbray) fo art thou, 

Free Ipeech and fearclefle, I to thOe allow. 

Mow. Then Bullin^bredkg as low as to thy heart, 

H. rough the falfe:paifage of thy throat ; thou lyeR: 

I hree parts of that receipt i had for’ 'Caliice, 

DisburftI to his HighnciTe ibuldifers,; 

The other part relefv’d I by content, 



For that my foveraigne tiege was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deare account, : 

Since lift I went to 'francs to fetch fgf Qucene: 
Now fwallow downethat lye-For Gutters death. 
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*f Richard the fecond. 

I flew him not ; but (to mine owiie-difgrace) 

Negleded my fworne d uty in that cale f 
For you my; Noble Lprd ot Lancaftcr, 

The honourable father to my foe, fc>*d:fi 
Once I did lay anambufh for; your (ite, ~ av 
A trefpaflethat doth vex my grieved foule; 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confelfeit, and exactly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope Ibad it. , 
Thisismyfault;as for the red appeal’d. 

It ilfues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor, ;; ; , . 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

And entcrchangeably hur le downeepy gage*, o;.^ •. 

Vpon this overweening Trait orf foot, \ • rK r 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber’d in his bofome* 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray ... \ 

Your Highnefleto affiene our tryall day. hue 1 
King. Wrath kindled G enlemep be rul’d, by me : ; 
Let’s purge this choller without letting blood k I . i 
This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepeincifion. 
Forgc^fprgivejTOnclude^pdbe.agrcedi , hr 

Our Dolors fgy, this is no tjpie._tD b.l6pd> doi ' - ,oV’r, 
Good Vncle.let this end where it begun. 

Wee 1 calme the Duke of BBorfo/^e , you your fonne . 

be amake-peae^Tnall becomc;my age. 
Throw, dojvne (my fonne) the Duke of Mrmti&ee. 

psgr. vgtfanbfPMfaxmlW", ?, vv -r; 

Gaantmh^ Harry when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids;, I foould not bid agen. 

n ° <"««• 
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The Life and Death 

I amdifgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel’d here, 

Pierc’d to the foulewith Handers venom’ d fpeare: . 
The which noBalme can cure, bat his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon- 
ATiwy.Rage muft hewithftood : 

Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopard tame- 
AAn*. Yea, but not change bis fpots take but my {liame 
And I refigne my gage- My deare,deare Lord, 

The pureft trealure mortall times afford. 

Is fpotleffe reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded Ioame, or painted clay. 

A jewell in a ten-times barr’d up Chert, 

Isa t bold fpirit inaloyallbreft. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me,and my life is done- 
Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try, 

In that I live, and . tor that will I dye. 

Ting. Cofin throw do wne your gage. 

Doe you begin. 

A^AOh heaven defend my foulefrom fuch foulefinne- 
Shall I feeme Crert-falnein my fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-fearc impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d daifard ? Eremy tongue, 

• Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wron^ ; 

Or found fo bale a parle my teeth fifall teaie D * 

T he flavifh motive of recanting feare, 

And-fpitdt bleeding in this highdilgrace, 

Where fhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray es f ac e. 

Exit Gaunt> 

King. W e were not borrie to fue, but to command. 
Which fioce we cannot doe to make you friends. 

Be ready,(as your lives fliall anlwer it ) 

At Coventr <fe,upon Saint Lamberts day : 

There Htallyour Swords and Lances arbitrate. 

The fwclling differenced you? fetled hat6: 

Since we cannot attone yotgyou fhail fee 
lull ice defigne the Viaors Chivalry. 

Lord MarHiall, command our Officers at Armes, 

Be 



Exeunt: 



of Richard the fecohd. 

Be ready todirea the fe home, Alarmes-’ 



Sceena Secunda. 



. Enter Gaunt, and Dwtcheffe of Glocefier. 
Gaunt- Alas, the part 1 had in Gloflers blood. 
Doth more foliate me than your exclaimes. 

To rtirre again!! the butchers of his life. 

But fince correaion lyeth in thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannor correa. 



Put we our quarrel 1 to the will of Heauen, 

W’howhen they fee the houres ripe on earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards feven lonnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

W here are feven vialles ofhis facred blood. J 



©r feuen faire branches ipringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are dryed by natures courfe " 

Some of thofe branches by the dertinies cut: * 

But Thomas, mv deart Lord, my life, my q [after 
One\ lall full of Edwards facred blood 3 

One flouriihing branch ofhis moft Royall roote 
scrac.td, and all the precious liquor fpilt * 
s haekt downe.and his fummer leaves all yaded 
y Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe- 

Tha^ 

, J? f, owas the model] of thy Fathers life 
Call it not patience (Gaunt) k ls defoaffe 

*n luffcang thus thy brother to be&ghtcr'd 

E ' Thou 



The Life and Death 

Thouihew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, ' 

Teaching fierne murther how to butcher thee: 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 

]s pale cold cowardifc in noble breads : 

W hat (hall I fay, to fafegard thine ovvne life. 

The beft way is to vengc my (flatters death* 

Gaunt- Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubftitute 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight. 

Hath caus’d his death , the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : for i may neuer lift 
An angry arme againft his Minifter* 

But- W here then ( alas ) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan-T o heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
Due , Why then I will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou go’ ft to Govcntry, there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford , and fell Mowbray fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herefords fpeare, 

T hat it may enter butcher Mowbrayes bread : 

Or if misfortune mifle the firft carreere, 

Ee Mowbrayes finnes foheavy in his bofbme, 

1 hat they may breakehis foamingcourfersbacke, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofin Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife j 
W ith her companion Grecfe , muft end her life. . 

Gau. Sifter fare well ; I muft to Couentry, 

As much good ftay with thee , as go with me* 

But.. Yet one word more Greefe boundeth whereit- 
Not with the empty hollownefte, but weight. I falls, 
I take my leaue beforel haue begun, 

For forrow ends not : when it feemeth done- 
Commend me to my brother £dward Torke- 
Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

F hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I (hall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 

\V ith all good fpeed at Plejhie vifite me- 
Alacke,and what fhall good old Torke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and until rniilfd walles. 



of Richard the fecond. 

And makeus wade even in our kindreds blood*: 
Therefore, we banifli you our Territories. 

You Cofin Hereford, upon paine ofdeath, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields^ 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths of banifhment. 

Bui. Tout will be done r this muft my comfort be; 
That Sunne that warmes you here (hall ftiine on me: 
And thofe his golden beames to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

Rich- Norfolke: for thee remaines a heavier doomc 
Which I with fome unwillingnefle pronounce, 
Theflye flow houres (hall not determinate 
The datelefle limit of thy deare exile s 
The hopeleffelword, of never to return^, 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. 

Mow- A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d, for from your Highneffe mouth: 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common ayre 
Havel defer ved at your Highnefle hands. 

The Language jl have learn a thefe forty yeares ’ : 

(My native Englifh ) now I muft forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning • Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly puccullift with my teeth and lips, 

And dull, unfeeling, barren, ignorance, 

Is made my. ’gaoler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now ; 

What is thy fentence then,!but fpcechlelfe death. 

Which robs my tongue from breatheing native breath ? ' 
^ c boots thee not to be compaflionate. 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 






The Life and Death 

Mow, Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
-To dwell in folemne fliades of endlelfe night. 
i^.Retume againeand take an oath with thee. 
Lay on purroyaliSwprdjj^yrhamfht hands, 

Sweare by the duty that y^u awe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banish with your ieives) 

*To kepe the Oath that we a duunilter : 

You never (hail (fo helps you Truth and Heaven) 
Embrace each others loue in banifihment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This Iowring tempeft of your home-bred hate, 

M or ever by adviied purpofe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

Gainft Vs our State^ our Subje<fts 5 or our Land, 
fweare* 

Mew.hnd I to keepe all this. 

Norfolke, fo farre, as to mine enemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ). * 

One of our foules bad wandred in the ayre, 

Bamlh d this frayle fcpulcher of our ftefh 
As novvour flelh is banifh’d from this Land. 

Confefle thy Treafons,ere thou flic this Reaime, 

Since thou haft farre to goc, bearenot along 
^ C O l? in § burriien ot » guilty foulc. 
w.No \ BulliKgbrookix II ever I were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life 
And I from heaven baniftfd , as from hence : * 

But what thou art,heaven,thou,and I doe know. 

And all toofoone ( I feare) the King ftull rue, 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftxay. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way. 

Rich. Vncle,even m tbeglaflesof thine eyes 
J fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afped, 

'S® 11 h . the "umber of his bamflid yeares 
Romm. , f ° U L e a ?y : froze n Winters fpent, 

weIcomehGme from banifhrrent. 

*- l ' How Ion S « time lyes in one little word: 
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of Richard the feeond ' 

Foure laggiogWinters, and foure wanton Springs » 
End in a word,- faclvi^the breath of Kims* mi o ; ;j r i '’ 
^»»rJthahl{emyLwge,thatijrregafaofme , k'oT 
He fhortensfoure ycares of my lonnes exile : 

But little vantage (hall 1 reape thereby. 

' For ere thefe fixe yeares-that he hath to (pend 
Can change the Moones , and bring their times about, 
Myoyle-dride Lampc, and time*bewafted light 
Shall be exririft: with age, and endiefle night 
My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done, - f 
And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou baft many yeares to live. 

Gaunt. Bui nota minute(King)that thou canft give; ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft: with! hidden forrow. 

And plucke nights from me, but noilend a morrow : 

Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But ftop no wrincle in his'pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him,fiar my death,:i: v; -fir, n > 
But dead.thy kingdomecannotbuymy breadih';:i . ' 

Rich. Thy fonne is banifti'd upon goo'd adnice • o 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdidi -gave, , 

Why at our luliice leem’ft them then to lowre? 

C*«.Things£weet to taft, prove indigeftion fowrc fe;- 
Y ou urg'd 'me as a Iudge^htiirL had rat her 03,0m o'J. \k S> 
You would havfc bid meuwgjhedikeaifeb&voy vj : 1 Lr.T 
Alasil 'look'd when feme ofyoucfiipdld lay,? n", ’ 

Iwas too drier to make mineownea'way : 

But you gave leave. to my unwilling tongue, 

A | a in/ 1 do : -my;felfe:thiswro(%t:';ki.ro rlano.H' 
Rich. Cohn farewell :and Vncle bid him io: 

Six yeares we banilli him.andhelhall go. “ rExiu 

, fUtat/Ai • . 

^.Cofin fare w el I jwhat prefence mn ft not know ' - 
From w here-you do remaine, Jet paper ilioiv*. 

Mar.Uy Lord,no leave take I,for I will ride 
As farre as Jana wxllfetnie, by your fide# 

Gaunt. oh CO what pnrpofc doft thou hord thy word" 
.Itethcu "Writ no greeting to thj friend™ ’ 

c 
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The Life and Dddfb \- 

But. I ba'ae top few to take my tow of you, 

When the tongue? office < a*mil<d be prodigally ni t n 

To breath th’ abaiidaftctielpoi: of the heart. 

Cau. Thy griefs is but thy abfence for a time. 

Bui. Ioy abfentjgriefe is prefent for that time* 

Cau. What is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? ■ 
BuliTo men in joy,butgriefe makes onehoure ten*. 
Cjau. Ca^titi trtraveH!, thartbea tateft fdr piea&re* 

Bui. My heirc will ligto, When I miicaii it fo. 

Which finds it an inforced.Pildrimage. 

<7<j«»f.Tlie fallen, pa ffage or thy weary ftepe 
Efteeme a foyle, whereirithou art to fet 
The precious: Jewel! ©fthydrome returned 
Bui. Ohwhocanholda/fireiniiis hand 
By thinfekigoo tiibise&yite-Mcafm i ■> 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feaft? ; 

Or wallow naked'in December fnow 
By thinking oraphantaftrckefmrrmec-s heater 
Oh no, the apprehenfionef the good 
Ciues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but laneethnot the fore* 
<j<?#.Comc,come (my fonnej)llebring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, arid calife, I- would riot flay, ' 
iW.Then Englands ground fare well jfweet foyle adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which beares me yet v 

Where ere I wander, boaftofthis I can, 

Though banilh^yet adue+bbrmiEBglifhttiansai flnisji 
‘•6l rr.rrl bid o ofiV bn$:H»wmr.l nFloO.'.wJt 
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£»ter Ring^umerle\ Greene, and Bagot. 
Rich. We did obferve* Cofin Aumerle , 

How Tape brought you high Hereford on hj$ way ■ 



Aum* 



of Richard 

Aum. I j^ought Wg^iWrefo^ { fq 5 
But to the next high way, aqd there I left: him. o ? 

Rich. And fay, what ftoreof parting teares were flied ? 

^#«.Faith none by me: except the Nonhead wind 
Which then' blew b^twly agf^' our face, 

Awak’d the.fk<^yr^vq ?/?i) aqd fiance ifcl „ 0 r : : 
Did . grace our bollqfp patting^ii^rf frq* rt . 

Rich. What faid our Cofin when yon parted with him? 

^.Farewell: & for my heart difdained that ray tongue 
Should fo prophanethe word, that taughtme craft 
To counterfeit QpK«|fiM^qb ; g^ fe ; r 77 Iiv ; 2W 
That word teem’d buried; iairiy fqj^pwes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres> 
And added ; y?ere$ to hi& fiiort banishment. 

He fiiould have ha d a volume of Face wels. 

But fince it woul^^^ jconno oT 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin:) y 

When time Shall call him home froa^ rbaniikment ] 
Whether our kinfman come to tee his; friend?/. 

Our felfe, and Bujhv, Bagot here and Cjrcene 
Obferu’d bisCourtflnp. to rheccmmcn people . .'j' T 
Ho\v he (hd%rae^p 3 g 0ib oT 

With humble^and farRiIiat'Cpurtcfic, p^, 

W hat reverence he did throw away on Haves; 

Wooing poore Craftdmen,with thecraft of fmiles, 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, . 

banifh their atfe&s with- him. * ^ 

Off goesUiisbohrtetto an f^yftejvwench, ixY't X.9 
A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee,' ' 

VY ith thankes pay Cou^irne,n,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfidh his, 

G ;-/ velrl^cis gorie i( md With him goethefethciights 
Expe d ie t^ W.hjch .# arid "out in /*•«?/**<% .; 

Cwi%r:mi«i£o .s&ft * 

e F ° l ‘S eir aduan ^p»a0.dl yqeu]b:'ghii?fi‘ojtaflfef.. £>c»7o! - r 
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thS^rte,' . 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberal! Largelfc, are grownefomewhat light, 
Wc : are enforc’d to farms our royal 1 -Real me > 

The revenew whereof fhall lurnifh us 

For ouraffairesfiri tidhjd . J -ff rfiey'cb'fne ° : 

Our fubfttmesachorne/hall have Blancke-charterS : 
Whereto, when they' (Rail know what men are rich, ; ’» 
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold? 

And fend them aftfer to lupply our Wants : . 

For we will make for Ireland presently, 

EnieriBuJbj. 
r Bu[hj, what ncwcs ? ■ 

Bu. Old IohnaGattnt is very ficke my Lord, 

Sodainely taken, and hath lent port hade 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifite him. 

Rich. -Where lyes he ■?■-. ' 

Bit, At Ely-houfe. 

Rich . Nowpiit it (-heaven) InTiisPhylitians mind, 
Tohelpe him to his grave immediately: 

The liming dfi KjstiofFers foall make Coates 
To decke otmSrinldiersfof thefe Iri'ffi Waries. ; 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him : 

Pray heaven we may make hafte,andeome too late,£**r* 



no-. 



■' » "o; 
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Enter Gkkntfcfa with the Duke of Torhe* 

' t au . .. pn n m . 

Gate. Will the King feorwepthSt-T maybfeath my lad 
In'wHolidme counfell tbhis unftayd youth? - 
Bor . Vex not your feife; nor drive not with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counted to his eare. r - t 

Gau« Oh btit(they. lay) the tongues of dying men 1 
Jnforce attention, tike deep? harmony to < 

- ‘ " Where 



of Richard the feconfc 

Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vain; 
For they breath truth, that breath their words tn paine. 
He that no more mud fay.is liden’d more 
Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glo.e. 
More are mens ends mark'd ,then their lives before. 
The' fetting Sunne, and rauficke is the dole 
As the lad cade of fweetes, isfweeted lad. 

Writ in remembrance, morethenthings long pad : 
Though Richard my lives counfell would not heare,. • 

' My deaths lad tale, may yet un-aeafe his eare« 

Tor. No, it is dope with other flatt’ring founds 
Asprayfes of his date: 1 then there are found 
Lacivious Meeters, to whofe venome found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies liden* 

Report offalhions in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners dill.our tardy apifo Nation 
Limpes after, in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thrud forth a vanity,-> 

So it be new, there’s no refpeft how vile, 

That-is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all too late comes counfell to be heard, - 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire<d not him, whole way himtelfe will chofc, 

Tis breath thou lackd, and that breath wilt thou loolb - 
Gaunt, Me thinkes lama Prophet new infpir’d. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell of him > 

His rafh fierceblaze of Ryot cannot lad. 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues ; 

Small Ihoures lad long,butfodaine dormes are fhort. 

He tyres becimes,that fpurs toofaft betimes j 
With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder 
Light- vanity,- infaitat; cormorant,: . 

Confuming meanes footie preyes upon it feife. v 
This royall Throne of Kings, this Sceptred I fie. 

This earth of Majefty, this feateofMars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradife, 

This Fortres built by nature for her feife, i 
jAgaind infedton^nd the hand of warre : 

C 3 this 
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This htppy teeed of men, this little woridT, rjvnWf 
This precious Hone fet in the filver Sea, 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuy of leflfe happier Lands, a oir. o:/i 
This bletfed plotj this Earth this Realme;, this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Rpyall Kings, 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, - ,-t' 
For Chriftianferviec, and true C hivalry, > , ' vM 

As is the fepulcherin ftubborne Istry • ,ei ' 

Of the worlds ranfeme , blefled Maries (on nei 
This Land of fuch deare foules, this deare deare Land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it) 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whofe rocky Ihore beates backe the envious hedge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with foame* 

V Vith Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was went ©conquer others, s: udT ■ 
Hath made a liiamefulTconqueftofitfeHe. Hi 7 / j^y/ 
Ah, would the fcandall vanifh with my life, ■ 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 



Enter King^Quetnt^ idxmerlei&ufhjjGreettey 

Stages jR-os^and titQif by . ■ ■ ; , ; r 

7 or, The King iscome, deale mildly with his youth, 
For yoang hot C oalts, being rag d,doe rage themore. 
How fares our noble Vncle, Lancaster ?• 
^/.VV bat comfort man ? Howiill with aged 47 ^? 
Qa Oh how that name befits my cAmpphsibu ; 

Olo G'tunt indeed, ana gaunt tn-being-^ pnirrrc/'.io , 
Within me gnefe hath kept a teadious foft' , . . 

And whoabtlaines from mea^e, that is not gaunt : 
For fieeping England long time have -I-watcht 
Watching breeds jeannelieileiwnefle lift 4ks&WS.i 
The p.eafure . r ..; 6 
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of Richard the fecend. 

2s my ftritff fall, I meane my Childrens Jookes, 

And therein falling, had thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ? 
</rf«.No,mil'ery makes fport to mocke it felfe s 
Since thou doll feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

Rte. Should dying men flatter thole that live ? 
f7rf».No,no, man living flatter thofe that.dye. 

Rte. Thou now a dying, fay ft thou flatter'll me. 

Gau. O no, thou dyeft, though I the fickerbe. 

'Rich. I am in health I breathe, 1 fee thee ill. 

Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill : ■ 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death'bed is no lefler then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

And thou too careleffe patient as thou art. 

Commit’ll thyannoynced body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firll wounded thee s 
A thou land flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whole compare is no bigger then thy hand . 

And yet encaged in fo fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis no whit leffier then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Scene how his fonnes fonne,lhould d eftroy hi s formes, / 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy ftame 3 , 
■Dcpofing thee before thou wert polfeil, 

^Wfochart pofleft now to depofe thy felfe. 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a lhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but this Land, * 
fhame,tofhame it fo ? 

Th n a d °/ T En g land art thou, and notKW* 

ThjWlaw.i.bondflavc'tochcUw, 8 ’ 

Kjcb. And thou, a lunaticke leans- witted 

P»cfuming ©nan Agues privelled^e, d f j 

Dar’fl 
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Dar ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 

With fury, from his native relid ence ? 

Nowbymy Seates rightRoyall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runnesfo roundly in thy head. 

Should runne thy head from thy unreverent Shoulders. 

G^.Oh fpareme not, ray brother Edwards fonne, 

For that I was his father Edwards fonne l 
That blood already (like the f ellican^ 

Thou haft tape out, and drunkenly carows'd. 

My brother giecetter, plaine well meaning foule, 

(Whom fair© befall- in heaven mongft happy foules }j 
May be a prefident, and witnefie good, 

That thou refpe&’ftnotfpilling Edwards blood: 

Ioyne with the prefent fickeneffe that I haue. 

And thy unkindnefie be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flowre. 

Live in thy (hame, but dye not (hame with thee, 

Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave. 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. Exit, 

Rich. And let them dye,tbat age and fuller have. 

For both haft thou,and both become the. grave- ■ 

Tor. I doc befecch your Maiefty impute his words 
'» r o wayward ficklinefle, and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deacc 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, we re he here. 

JUct. Right, you fay true •• as Hereferdsl ove, fo his; 

As theif.s, lb mine: -aad-all.be as it is. 

■ Enter N orthumberland • , 

Nor. MySSiege, old Gaunt commends him to your^ 
Maiefty. 

Rick. Whit fayeshe ? 

Nor, Nay ivothii:g,all is fayd: 

His tongue is now a .ftringlefle inftrument. 

.Words, life, and all,. old Lane after hath fpeot° 

•' ■"*' A OT * 



■ of Richard the fecond. 

■ TV. Be Yofke the next, that muftbe bankrupt fo. 
Though death be. poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

iwV-The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he, 
Histimcisfpent, our pilgrimage muftbe : 
fSomuch for that. Now for our Itifh warres. 

We muft (upplant thole rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom clle 
gut onely they, have privelledge to live. 

. And for thefe great affaires, doaske l'ome charge 
Towards our atTiftance, we doe feize to us 
The pIate,coyne,andrevennews, and moveables. 
Whereof our Vn c\e.Ejaunt did ftand pofieft. 

Tor. How long (hall I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make tfie fuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofters death, nor Herefords banifhment. 

Nor G aunts rebukes,nor finglands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bullinyfrooke, 

About his marriage, nor my owne dilgrace 
Have ever made me fovvre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my loveraignes face : 

I am thelaft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft: 

In warres was never Lyon rag’d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambetr.qre mild, 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman: 

His face thou ha ft,for even folook d he 
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hovvers: 

But when be frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his friends : his noble hand 
Did winyvhathedid fpend: and lpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won 
His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard , Torfe i$ too farre gone with griefe. 

Or elfe lie never would compare betweene. 

Rtch. Why Yncie, 

What’s the matter ? 

Eor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if yon pleafe, if not 
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I pleas’d no,ttGbcpardon , d > amcont<*nt\vichaIl: 

Seekc you tq'fdize i artd gripe into your hands 
The RoyaltieSand Rightes ofbanifh’d Hcref.,- d'>- 
I S not Gaunt demand doth ftot H erefb rd live 1 ? • 'T:K 

Was -not Gam juft ? • aud- i's' not Harry trud ? hotter. .? 
Did not the one defetve to have an hey re ? v- j ’ 

Is not his heyrea well-defervingfewie? i " 

Take Here fords rights away,andi akefrom time - 

His Charters, and his b: • 

Let not to morrow theft infue to day, 

Be not thy felfe. For how art then a Kin| . 

But by faire fequence and fucceffion / 

Now afore God , God forbid I lay true, 

If yon doe wrongfully' feizfc Hereftrds / nj ' ••’t.!.: 

Call in his Letters Patentstbat hehath 
By his Atturneyes generall , to fue 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

Y ou pi ucke a thoiifand d angers on your head. 

You loofe a thouferid WelMifpofed heait-s,- 
Andprickcmy tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. * .-•« * 
i?/V.Thinke what you will : wefeife into bur hands. 
His plate, his good s, his money *and hislands. 

Tor. lie not be by the while : My Leige farewell, ! 
W r hat will enfuehereof, there’s none can tell, 

Butby badcourfes may beunderftood- 1 r 
That their events can never fall out good. Exin 

Rich. Goe Bttfrie to the Earle of Wiltjkire ftreight, 
Bid him repairetotfs to Elj Houle, ■ ■ . 

To fee this bufinefie : to morrow nest 



We will for Ireland , and ’tistimejl £rdW: 

And we create in abfence of our felfe 

Our VncM.e Torke-, Lord Governef of England : 

For he is ;uft,and-alwayes'lov'd us well* 

Come on out'-Queeh^to morrow fiiuft we part, 

Be merry , for our tithe of Hay is fhort. F[oUriJb< 

tJMitft North. Willoughby ,and Rofj- 

Her* Weil LordsjtheDuke of Laocaftensdcad. 

• ' Rojf. 






of Richard the fecehd. 

Jtojj. nnu living too/cr now his fonne is Duke. 

Will. Barely in title, not .in revennew. 

Nor. Richly in both , if juftice had her right. 

Rojf, My heart is great : but it muff breake with filence 
Eer.’t be disburden 3 with a liberall tongue. 

’ Nor. Nay fpeake thy mind & let him ne’r fpeake more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 

Wil. Tends thatthou’dft fpeake to th’ D. of Hereford 
If it be fo,out with it boldly man: 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him- 
"Rojf Mo good at all that I can 3oe for him, 

YnlelTe you call it good to pity him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. Now afore heaven , ’ts fhame fuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blocd in this declining Land ; 

The King is not himfelfe, butbafelyled 
By flatterers, and what they willinformc 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King ieverely prolecute 
’Gainft us, our lives, our children, and our heires. 




Rojf. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the N obles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarrel s,and quite loft their hearts. 

And daily new exa&ions are devis’d, ■ • ■ 

As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what : 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor . , W arres hath not watted it,for warr’d he hath not, 
but balely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That which his Anceftors archieu’d with blowes • 
Me J e » he f P cnt in peace, then they in warres. ’ 

The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the Realme in farme. 
WW. The King s grow ne bankrupt like a broken m am 
Reproach, and defolution hangeth over him- 
, u . {' H f hath not money for thefe 'Irifli warres • 

(Hrs burthenous taxations notwithftanding) ’ 

But by the robbmg of the baniftf d Luke. J 
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Nor, His ncb'.e Kinfman, mod degenerate King-: 

Bin Lords,we he a re this fear e full temped fing . 

Yfct fcekc no dicker to avcyd theflorme : 

We fee the vvinde fit fore upon our faiies, 

And yet we ftrike not, but lecurely perifli. 

Ref Vic fee theuery wrackethat we mud fuffer,- 
And nna voydcd is the danger now 
For fuffer ingffo the caufes of our wracke* 

AV. Not io; even through the hollow eyes of death, 

I fpi& life peercing; but I dare not fay, 

How ncere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Hjl. Nay, let tis fhare thy thoughts,as thou dod ours. - 
R°f. Be confident.to fpeake Northumberland, 

H’c three, are but thy fclfe, and fpeakingfo, 

Tliy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold* 

AW. I h?n thus : I have from Port A AAra , ; 

iVBayin^ri/4/«f, receiv’d intelligence, 

f hat Harry Dube-of Hereford , Raynald Lord fobhaw^ 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter y 
His brother Archbifhop , late of Canter buy. 

Sir 7 bimae Erptngham,, Sir lohn Rain ft oh t 

Sir / ohn N orbery, Sir Robert Waterton jx\A Francis . 

AH thefe well furniih’d by the Duke of 2 bittaine, 

’With eight tall fbips, three theufand men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch oUrNort berne ffcore V 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay . 

The firlt departing of the King for Ireland. . 

If then wefhall fliake off our ilavifh yoakc, 

Jumpe out our drooping Countries broken wing* 
Redecme from broken pa wne, the blemifh’d Crownej • ■ 
Wipe off the dud thathides the -Scepters gilt, - 
And make high Maj edy looke like it felfe, 

Away with me in pode-to Ravenfpurgh, 

But if you faint, as Tearing to doe fof 
Stay and be fecrctand my felfe will goe.. 

Rof T o borle, to horie, urge doubts to thefn that feare*’ 
my horfe^qd I will fird be there* Excx- 

Scent,' 
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Seen a Scecufida, 



Enter Queen and Bagot* 

Bujh. Madam, your M a/edy is too much fad. 

You promis d when you parted with the King, 

To lay afidefelfe-harmingheavinefle, 

And entertaine acheerefull difpolition. 

^«.To pleafethe King, I did : to pleafe my felfe - 
I cannot doe it .* yet I know no caufe • 

Why 1 diould welcome fuch a gued as griefe^ ►, . 

Save bidding farewell to lb Iweet a gued 
As my to tut- Richard i yet-againeme thinkes 
Some unborne forrow ripe in fortunes wombe- 
Is comming towards me , and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,at fbmething it grieves, - 
More than with.parting.frcm myLord the King. 

Bufb' Each fubdance of a grief e had twenty fhadcwsv 
Which fhewes like griefe it lelfe,but is not fo: 
Forforrowes eye glazed with blinding teares, 

Divides one thing, incite, to many objects no/ .f 
Like perlpedives.which rightly gaz’d upon 
Shewflothing-butc-onfufion, ey'd awry, 

Didinguiftit forme: fo your lweetMaiedy 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find fhapes of griefe, more then himiejfe to waile. 
Which look’d on as it is, is nought but tnad owes’ 

Of .wnat it is not,-.then thrice-gracxous Qjueene, 

More then your Lords departure- weepe not, more’s not 
Or it itbe,tis with falfc forrows eye, ( f eenf *., 

Whica for things true, wefpe things imaginary. 

9u. It may be fo, hut yet my inward ioule 
-edwades me it is othcj-yvi^ how ere it be 
I cannot but be fad: fo heavy fad. 

D 3 As 



The Life and Death 

As though on thinking on, no thought I thinke. 

Makes me with heavy nothing taint and fhrinke* 

Bufl}. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady) 
J^w.’Tis nothing lefle : conceit is (fill deriu'd 
From fome fore father greefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot myfomething griefe. 

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reveriion that I doe noffefle, 

But whatdt is, that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name/ tis nameleflfe woe I wot. Enter Green* 

Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 

1 hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland- ( men; 

fhu Why hop’ft thou fo? ’Tis better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope; 

Then wherefore deft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree. That he our hope, might have retyr’d his power. 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet fbotingin this Land, 

The banifH'd B'nUingbroeke repealcs himlelfe, 

And tyithiuh-lifted Armes ft fafe arrnfd ■> • '-i xci i 
AtdR'Jji fonffurg' 1 -- : iSrk . . i;:-"'. ... 

Now God in heaven forbid.. 

Cjrte. O Middam ’tis tob true : and that is worfe, 

The L.Northfiinberlandjhis young ^erttf 

The Lords oi r Rbtfc ) Be4nmond,andtEi/tOftghby':{ie- < : : 
With all theirpo'Werfu'll friends are fled to him. 70 1 *• 

Sufi. Why haveyou not proclaim’d Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted faction Tray tors ? 

Greet ' Wb have : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign'd his Stewardfhip, (brooks 
And all ‘the houfhoTd feruan'ts fled with him to Bulk#* 
On. So Green e, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 

And Bullingbrooke my forirowes difmall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy, i 

And Fa gafping new delivered mother, -j- ' •• M 
Haue woe towoeTbrrowto forrow ibyn’d. ,fiVV ‘‘ i,c ;' 
Bujh . Delpaire not Madam. •>• : •• 7 ' ' 
efti* Who fliall hinder me? 



. I will 
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I will defpaire, and beat enmity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death. 

Who gently would dtflolve the bands of lttc>i j j j 
W hich ftrlfe hopes linger in extremity- 

• r Efifter Yorkc* 11 " 

Gree. Here cortf e$ tlie Duke of Yorke. 

With fignes of warre about his aged necke^ 
Oh full of careful! buJiMffe arefeis iookes : 

Vnclc/or heavetis fake f^akdcotfifOftable words. 

for. CdWfbrfs in Hk^eu/aud we^are on the earth, 
Wherenothing livesblu c^Olf^s^are .and griefe : 

Your husband he is gon lave farre off, 

Whilft others estate to ii^ke^hislWfe'&t -home s 



no 

j f 
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Here am rteft'tp 
Who v/‘ea^withugeic^ni^ iti^folfes 

XT ^ a A nn tin. /- U r\ 11 1, rt <w /% f* . ii fi’t fin < ► A / 4 iP. 
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Now fhall he try his friends that flittered him* * 

Enter a Servant* 

Lord, your fbntte was gone'beforel came. > 
JV.Hewas: why fo, goeall which^wayit wiiT: 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on fierefords fide. m‘ r 

Sirra, get thee to Plafliy to my fitter Glofier, 

Bid her fend me'prefentiy a thobfand pbund, dT 
Held, take my Ring, 

Ser. My Lord ,i had forgot 




Jr. An fca ' f i ■" 

To .Heaven rot 'his rifecy : Wm a tide of woes " 
Come rufhing on this wofufl Hand tit 1 w ili 

I know not what to doe : Iwonid : to heaven : r • ' 

(So my vntruth hath notprovbWhith to it \ '&•*;. i 

ait bflf my head'wjth my brother^ ,;ii 3V - ? 

W-hat, are there poftes'dilpatcr.t for Ireland? 

How fliall we doe lor montyfor tuefe vvarres ? !/ - 

Come 
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• Come fitter (Cofin l would fay ) pray pardon me t 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there* 

Gentlemen, will you mutter men 

If 1 know how.or which way to order thefe affaires 

Thus diforderly tbrutt into my hands* 

Never belecve me* Both are my kinfmer., 

Th'oneis my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ^hheothec^gaine \ 

Is my kinfmar>,\vhom the King hath wrong’d, ; -roVs^nV * 
Whom conIcience,a.nchmy kiudredbids to right, 

W ell. fomevv hat we muff doe : Come Ccfin, 

- lie diipofe of you. Gentle men goe mu Her up your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle : , , , 

I fhould to PJafliy too,bnt time will not permit, r . j 
Allisunevcn,and everything is leftat fix and feven* E.v. 

BuJh.Themnd fits faire for newes to goe to Ireland, 
But none returned : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impoffible* 

Grer. Befides our neerenefe to the King in love. 

Is neet« tbehate of thoie love not the King. 

t-hat’s the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them, 

4 By fo much fils, their hearts with deadly hate* 

, Bup?. Therein the King hands generally condemn’d. 

Bag- If judgement lye in them, then lo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneere the King. 

•GVffAYeli: (will forrefuge (freight to Brittoll Cattle. 
The Earle of W iltfivre is already there. 

Bujh. Thither wiillwith you, for little office 
W ill the bgcefuli Commons performs for us, 

. Except like, Cur/es, to teare us allin pieces : 

Will you goe along .with us? 

■ff4£*No,I will to Ireland to his Maietty : 

Farewell, if hearts prelages be not vaine. 

We three here part,that nev’r fiiall mcete againe. 

Bu. That’s as Torke thrives to beate backe Bttlhnbreoke- 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 
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Isnambringfands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands wilf flye. 

Baft. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever* 
Well,we may meet againe* ‘ 

Bag. I feare me never* Exit* 



Selena Inertia. 



Enter the Duke ofHereford t and Northum- 
berland- 

*' 2«/.How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

Nor, Beleere me noble Lord, 

I am a Granger here in Glofterjhire . 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes- 
Drawesout our miles,and makes them wearyfome • 
And yet our faire difeourfe ha th beene as Sugar 
Making the hard way fweet and dele&able : & ’ 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravcnfpurgh to Cottftold will be found. 

csr pany 

Thr dent benefit that I pofTefle * 

Anunopeto/oy, is little lefle in joy 

Harr J how fares your Vncle ? whencel0ever . 

E Pen 
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Terty. I had thought, my lord, to have learnd' his 
health of you- 

AV. Why. ishe not with the Queene ? 

Percy- No,my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Office, anddifperft 
The Houfhold of the King. 

Nor. What was his reaton 

He was not fo refolv’d, when we laft fpake together. 

■Pmy.Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord,is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fentjne overby-Barkely, to difcoverA 
W hat power the Duke of York? had levied there. 

Then with direction to repaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 

Percy . No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’rel did remember: to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did looke on him* 

Nor. Then learne to know him now : this is the Duke* 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice. 
Such as it is, being tender,raw, ana young. 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy , and be fure 
I count my elfe in. no thing elle fo happy,; 

As in a loule remembring my good friends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It fhall be (fill thy true loves recompence. 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus feale: it. 

Nor. How farre is it to Barkley ? and what ftirre 
Keepes good old Porky there,with his men of War re ? 

Percy. There Bands the Calf le, by yond tuft of Trees, 
Manrid with three hundred men,asl have heard. 

And initare.the Lords of Pork*, Barkyly , and Seymor , 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. 

Enter Rojfe,etnd Willoughby. 

Nor, Here comes the Lords of Rofre, and Willoughki, 

Bloody 
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Bloody with fpurring , fiery red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A banifht Traytor ; all my Trcafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich’d. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence. 

Kof. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lerd, 
Wil. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

Bui. Evermore thankps,th’Exchequer of thepoorc. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to year es. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely. 

Nor. lx is my Lord of Bur\elj as T guefle. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my meffage is to you* 
Bui. My Lord, my anfwer is to Lancafler, 

And I am come to feeke that name in England, 

And I muff find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark^ Miflake me not,my Lord, 'tis not mv meaning 
To rare one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will) 

From the mod glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Porky , to know what pricks you on 
J °f ke advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-borne Armes* 
Enter Perky. 

Bui. I (hall not need tranfport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofeduty is deceivable and falfe, 7 

Bui. My gracious Vncle. 

I ^r utitm>< ?race me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

j am no Tutors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 
inan ungracious mouth is but prophane. 

Why have thefe bamfc'd, and forbidden Lee^es 

5 L 0nc f C ° t0 u ch dufl ofi Englands Ground? 

Jut morc then why, why have they dar’d to march 
o many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, 

Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Warre 



And 
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And oftentation of defpiied Armes ? 

Com’ (l thou becaufe.th’anoynted King is hence? 

Why fooliih Boy, the King is left behind* 

And in my loyall Bofome lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued the blacke Prince, that young BiLars ol men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thoufand French: 

Oh then , how quickly (hould this Arme of mine. 

Now prifoner to the FJafhy , chaflife thee. 

And miniller corre£lion to thy fault* 

Bui. My gracious Vncle,let me know my fault. 

On what condition (lands it,and wherein ? 

lor.Even in condition of the word degree, 

I n groffe Rcbellion,and detefted Trealon : 

Thou art a banifh’d man,and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

In braving Armes agffnft thy Soveraigne* 

Bui. As I was banifh’d, T wasbanirt \ & Hereford^ 

But as a I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And noble Yncle,lbefeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I lee old alive- Oh then my Father, ; 

Will you permit, that I (hall (land condemn’d C 
A wandringVagabond,my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upftart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I borne ) 

If that my Coufin King\be King of England, 

Itmuft be granted, I am Duke of Lancafter- 
You have a ibnne^umerle, my Noble Kinfman, 

Had you fall died, and he bin thus trod dovvne, 
Hefhoulcl have found his Vncle Gaunt a father. 

To row ?e his wrongs^and chafe them, to the bay. 

I am dehyde to fue ray Livery here,- 
And ye^fny] Liters Pattens, give me leave ; 

My lathfeisgodds areaUdiftraynd,and fold. 

And tbs&fandall aroiffe imployd, 

'^.What 
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What would you haveme doe ? lama fubieft, 

And challenge Law, Attorneycs are denyd me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of free Defcent* 

Nor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus’d. • 
Rof.lt (lands your Grace upon to doe him right, 

Wil. Bafemcnby his endowments are made great, 
Tor.My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my tofins wrongs. 

And labour’d all I could to doe him right : 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, 

Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wrongs, it may not be ; 

And you that aoe abeit him in this kind, 

Cherifh Rebellion,and are Rebels all, 

Bor. The Noble Duke hath fworne his commihg is 
But for his owne, and for the right of that. 

We all have (Irongly fworne to give him ayd. 

And lethimnev’r fee joy, that breaks that oath. 

Bor. Well, well, I fee the iflue of thefe Armes, 

I cannot mend it, I mud needs confefl®, 

Becaufe my power is weake, and all ill left ; 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
would attach you all, ana make you ftoope 
Vntothe Soverafgne mercy of the King. 

But fince 1 cannot, be it knowne t© you, 

\ doe remaineas Neuter. So fare you well, 
vnleffeyou pleafe to enter inthe Caflle, 

And there repofe you for this Night. 

Bui. An offer Vncle, that we will accept : 

^nt we mufl winne your Grace to goewith us 
« » ?° 11 which they fay is held 

By Buftie s Bagot t and their Complices, 

J^ Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which I have fworne to weede,and pluke away. 
for. it may be I will goe with you, but yet ile pawfe, 

For lam loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 

Not Friends, nor Foes, tome welcome you are, 

E 3 ■ * Things 
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Things paftredre{fe,arenow with mepaft care. Exeunt* 



Sc tend Qudrtd. 



Enter Salisbury and a Captaine . 

Capt.Hy Lord of Salisbury ,we have ftayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yctweheare no tidings from the King s 
Therefore we will difperfe our felves: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet anotherday, thou trufty Welchman,’ 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

fapt. Tis-thought the King is dead,we will not flay; 
The Bay-treesin our Country all are wither’d, 

T-he Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven ; 

The pale-fae’d Moone looses bloody on the Earth, 
And Ieane-lookt Grophets whifper fearcfull change; 
Rich men looke fad, and Ruffians dance and leap?, 
Theoneinfeare,tolofewhat they enioy. 

The other to en/oy by Rage, and W arre : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well afliir d Richard their King is dead. Exit. 

Sal. Ah Richard , with eyes of heauy mind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a fhooting Starre, 

' Fall to the bale Earth, from the Firmament : 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefling ftormes to come, woe, and unreft: 

Thy friends are fled, to waitc upon thy foes. 

And eroflely to thy good, all fortune goes* Exit* 
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Enter Bullingbrookejt orke ^Northumberland^ 

Rojfe, Percy JPiltoughby ; with BttJhy 
and Greene , prifonert . 

Bui • Bring forth thefe men : 

Bnjby and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

(Since prefently : yoHr foules muft part your bodies} 
With two much urging your pernitious liues. 

For 'tvvere no Charity : yet to waffi your blood 
From off my hands* herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You have mifllcd a Prince, a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: 

You have in manner with your firtfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him. 

Broke the Poffeffion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a faire Quecnes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfc a Prince, byfortune-of my birth, (wrongs. 
Neereto the King in Blood ,and neere in love, 

Till you did make him mif-interpret me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your iniuries, 

Andfigh’d my Englifh breath in forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhment; 

While you have fed upon my Seigniories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 
From mine owne windowes torne my Houffiold Goat,' 
Raz'd out my Imprefe, leaving me no figne. 

Save mens opinions, and my living blood. 

To ffiew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This ? and much more, much more then twice all this, 

Con- 
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Condemns you to the death: fee them delivered ovet 
To execution , and the hand of death. 

Sujb. More welcome is the flroke of death to me. 
Then Bulhngbrooht to England. 

Gree. My comfort is, that Heaven will take oiir foules, 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord North umber land, fee them difpstch’d; 
Vncle, you fay the Qiieene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens fake,fairely let her be intreated, 

Tell her,I fend to her my kind commends ; 

Take lpeciall care ray greetings be deliver’d, 

Ttr.A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your lone, to her at large* 

'Bui. Thankes gentle Vncle: come Lords: away, 

To fight with Gendoure, and his Complices; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exutit. 




Sc Gena Secrnda. 



Drums , Flouri/b, and Ctleurs * 

Enter Richard, Aumerlc >Carltle , and Souldiers . 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftlc call you this at hand? 

Ah. Yea, my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late toffing on the breaking Seas ? 

A«w.Nceds mufti like it well, I weepe for ioy 
To ftand upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes: 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fonaly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands, 

Feed not thy Soveraigncs Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence : 
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But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venome. 

And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which wit h u furping Heps doe trample thee, 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethec with a lurking adder. 

Whole double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 

Mocke not my fencelelfe Conjuration : Lords ; 

This earth (hall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers, ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes, 

Car . Fearenot my Lord, that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all • 

Aum-Ue meanes,my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whileft Bullingbrooks through their fecurity, 

Growes flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich ♦ Lifcomfortable Cofin, knowefl thou not. 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe, that lights the lower world. 

Then theeves and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene. 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this TerreftriallBall 
Hefires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,! realons, and detefled finnes 

(The Cloake of Night bein g pluckt from off their backes) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling atthemfelvcs. 

So when this Thiefe,this Traytor Bullmgbrooke, 

Who all this while hath reueli’d in the Night, 

Shall fee us riling in our Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

Notable to endure the fight of day ; 

But felfe-affrighted, tremble at his finne* 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
ine breath of worldly men cannot depofe 
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The Deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man that Bullingbrooke hath preft, : 3 
To lift fhrewd Steele againft onr Go' den Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men mu ft fall,for Heaven ftill guards the right. 

Enter Salisbury, j ) 

W elcome my Lord,how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sa/tsb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Then this Weake arme; dilcomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire : 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy dayes on Earth : , 

Oh c all backe'Y efter day, bid tithe returne , 

And thou lit alt have twelve thousand fighting men f 
Today, today, unhappie day too late 
Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, and thy State. I 
F or all the VVelch-men hearing thou wert dead, , 1 
Are gone to Bullmgbrooke , difperft, and fled. 

A urn. Comfort my Liege , why lookes your Grace lb 
pale ? 

Rick. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men . 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much blood thither come againe. 

Have I notreafon to lookepale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe ; flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride. 

A urn. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 

Rich. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not Kina 3 
Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thou fleepeft : ° * 

Is not the Kings Name : forty thouland Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name : apunyfubieft ftrikes 
At thy great glory , Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know my Vncle Tor be 
Hath Power enough toferve our turne, 

B lit who comes here ? Enter S create. 

Scroop eMoiQ health and happineffe betide my Liege, 
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Thencan my care-tun’d tongue deliver him- 
/Jrc^.Mine eare is open,and my heart prepar’d: 

The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say, Is my Kingdomeloft /why'twas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives B ulltngbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater hefhall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wce’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo* 

Revolt our fub/e&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us : 

Cry Woe,Deftru<5tion,Ruine, Loffe,Decay, 

The worft is Death,and death will have. his day. 

Scroopc.GhA. am I ,that your Highneffe is fo arm*d 
Tobeare the tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfealbnable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwellstheRage 
Of Bull ngbiooke, covering your fearcfull Land 
With hard bright $teele,and heartsharder then Steele : 
White Beares have arm d their thin and haireleffe Scalps 
•Againft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens yoyces. 
Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In fliffe unwieldy Armes : againft thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadf-men learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fa tall Eugh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe- Women manage nifty Bills : 

Againft thy Scat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tel]. 

Rich. "loo well,too well thou tell’ft a TaJefoill. 
Where is the Earle of W iltfhire ?„where is Bagot ? 
VVhat is become of Bujhy ? where is Greeue ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafureour Confines withfuch peacefull fteps ? 

If we prevaile, their hands (hall pay for it. 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Lord P« cc have they made with himindcede(my 

F 2 Rich . 
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Hick, OhVillaineSjViperSjdamn’d without redemption; 
Dogs, eattly won to fawr.e on any man. 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fling my heart. 
Three ludafl'es, each one thrice worfe then Indai, 
Would they makepeace? terrible Hell makewarre, 
Vpon their fpotted fouies for this Offence. 

Sere Ope, Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property, 
Turnestothefowrefl?, and moft deadly hate: 

Againe uncurfe their fouies : their peace is made’ 

W ith Heads,and notxvith hands : thofc whom you curfe 
Have felt theworftof deaths deffroying hand. 

And lyefull low, grav d in the hollow ground. 

Aum. Is Bujhy , Greene, and the Earle of W iltfhire dead 
Scrooge. Yea.all of them at Briftowloft their heads- . 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake : 
let’s talke of Graves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make duff our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write l'orrow in the bofome of the .Earth, 
let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills ; 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath. 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are fculhngbroo\t$ 3 
And nothing can we callout owne.but Death, 

And that fmall modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as paffe,?nd cover to our bones s 
For Heavens fake :et lit upon the ground, 

And tell fad Horses of the death of Kings . 

How feme have bcenc depos’d , f©me flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos’d, 

Some poy l'on’d by their Wives, feme fleeping kill’d. 
All murtherxl. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortal! temples of a King, 

Keepes Death bis C ourr. and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing hL ftate, and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchic, be fear'd , and kill with lookes, 
Jafuling him with feife and vaine coQceit, . 
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A «r if this Fleffi , which walls about our Life, , 

Were Bra fie impregnable : and humor’d thus, 

Comesat the Jail, ana with a little Pinne 
Boares through his Cattle Walls, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flelhand, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throw away Refpetff, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but mftooke me all this while ;• 

Ilive with bread like you , feele Want, 

Talle Griefe , need Friends : fubjeded thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Carl. My Lora;wife men ne’re waiie their prclent Woes, 
But prefently prevent thewayes to waiie : 

To feare the Foe,fince feare oppreffeth ttrength. 

Gives in your weakeneife, ttrength unto; your Foe j 
Feare, ana be ffaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deffroying death* 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Aum. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe- 
Rich. Thou chid’ft me welbproud Bullingbroo\e I come ' 
To change Bowes with thee, for our day of Doomed 
This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An ealie taske it is to win our owne. 

Say Scrooge, where lies onrVncle with his-Power? 
Speakefwfetiy man^lthoughthy lookes be fowre. 

Scroopt.lAen judge by the complexion of the skic 
The ftace and inclination of the day, 
may you by my dull and heavy Eye? 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay : 

I play the torturer, by fmal! and fmall 
1o lengthen out die worft.thac mutt be fpoken, .. 

Your Vrcle X ork<. is . oyn’d with Bulliugbreok, e> 

And all you>. More Ik me Cattles yeilded up, 

And all your foucheme i mtiemen m Aimes 
Vpon his Faiff ion. 

^ifA.Thoq haftfiyd enough.. 

Befluew thee Colin, which did tt lead me forth • 

^3 Of 
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Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire ; 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate himeverlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes flave,fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difchargc, and let ’em goe 
To care the Land,that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none* Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine. 

Aum. My Liege, one word* 

Rich. He docs me double wrong, 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbroohes faire Day. Exeu, 



Sc^na ’Tertia . 



Enter with Drum and Colours Jiullingbrooke t Y orke t 
Northumberland , Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meetc the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends,upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Lor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 

To Ciy King Richard: a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

N or. Your Grace miliakes: onely to be briefe. 

Left I this Title out* 

Lor. The time hath beene. 

Would you havebeene fb briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to fhorten you. 

For taking fo the head j your whole heads length* 

> ' B«U 
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'Bui Miftake not(Vncle) farther than you fhould. 

7Vr.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould. 
Lead you miftake, the heavens are ore your head* 

Bui. I know it ( Vnc’e) and oppofe not rr.y felfe 
Againft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy . 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

/Vr. The Caftle royally ismann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

i?*/. Royally l Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^ Lord Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befidesa Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor * Oh,belikeit is the Bifhop of Carlile. 

Bui . Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver-: 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kifle 
King Richards hand, and fends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Perlbn: hither come 
Even at his feete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal d. 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be freely granted: 
Ifnot,ileufe th’advantage otmypower. 

And lay the fummers duft with fhowers of bipod 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughcer’d Englifhmen; 
The which, how farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooke 
It is, fuch CrimfonTempe ft fhould bedrench 
The frefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land 
M y (looping duty tenderly fhall fljew* ■ : f ao , \ 
Goefignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graflie Carpet ofthis plains - 
Let’s march without theuoyfe of threatning Dtum,-, 

That from this Caftels tatter d Battelments 
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Our faue Appoyntments may be well perus’d 
Me thinkes KingRichard and tny felfc (nould me etc 
With no lefie terror then the Elements . 

OfFire and Water, when their thundering lmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy cheekcs of Heaven : 

Be he the fire, Ilebetheyeilding Water; 

The rage be his, while on the Earth I raine 
My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard how he Iookes. 

Parle. without, and answer within : then a Flourijh. 
Enter on the Walls, R tekardf arltle^Aumerle, Strong 
Salisbury* 

See, fee, King Richard doth himieUe appeare 
As doth the blufhingdifeontented Sunne, 

From out the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To ditr.me his glory, and to ftaine the tra£f 

Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

Yor. Yet Iookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Ma jelly : alacke,alacke,forwoe, 

That any harme foould ftaine fo faire a (how. 

Rich- We are amaz'd, and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy Knee, 

Beeaufe w-e thought ourfelfethy lawfull Kings 
And if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty. of our prefence? 

If we be not, {hew us the hand of God , 

That hath difmis’d us from our Steward fhip. 

For well we know no hand of blood and bone 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleffe he doe prophane, ftealeor ufurpe. 

And though you thinke, that all as you have done, 
Have tome their foules,by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 

Yet know,my matter, God Omnipotent, 

Ismuftringin his Clouds, inourbehalfe, 

Armies of Peftilencc,and they fliall ftrike 
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Your ^Children yet unborne, and unbegot, 

ThatTift your Vaflall hands againfl my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bullingbrookejor yond me thinkes he is. 

That every ttride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Trealon: he is come to ope 
The purple Teflament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he Iookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englanas face. 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 
Herpaftors Grafle with faytbfull Englifh blood* 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and vncivill Armes 
Be rufod upon: Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry B ullingbrooke, doth humbly kifle thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That ftands upon your Royall Grandlires Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

(Currents that fpring from one moft gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike (fount. 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Comprizingall that may be fwome, or fayd. 

His comming hither hath no farther fcope. 

Then for his Lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement-immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy Royall party granted once, 

Hjs glittering Armes he will commend to ruft. 

His barbed Steeds to ftablcs,and his heart 1 
1 o faythfull fervice of yourMaieftyi 
This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft. 

And as I am a Gentleman I credit him. 

Rtcf Northumberland, fay thus : The Kine returnes 
His Noble Gofin is right welcome hither, S ' 

And all the number of his faire demands 

Z b fn a r mpm>d without cont radidion : 
wiui all the gracious utterancethou haft, 

** Speake 
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Speaketo his gentle hearing kind commends* 

We doe debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not. 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake To faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

ylum.No, good mv Lord,let’ s fight with gentle words, 

Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords* 
Rich* Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the fentence of dread Baniftiment 
On yond proud man, fhould take it of againe 
With words of fqoth : O that I were as great 
/sis my Griefe, orleflerthanmy Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have bcene. 

Or not remember what I muft be now : 

Swell’ft thou proud heart ? lie giue thee (cope to beate. 
Since foes have (cope to beate hoth thee and me. . 

uiu. N orthumberland comes backe from Bullingbrooht 
-R^.VVhat muft the King doe now - ? muft he fubmit?r 
The King (hall doe it : Muft he be depos’d ? 

The King (liall be contented : Mufthelofe 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe» 
lie give my Icwelsfor a fct ofbeades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

'My figur d Goblets, for a DifhofWood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subjects , for a pa.yre of cafved Saints, 

And my large Kingdome-, for a little Grave, 

A little little Grave, an obfcure Grave • 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way. 

Some way of common Trade, where Subje<fts feetc 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head : 

Bor on my heart they tread now ,,whileft 1 live j 
And buried once,w hy not upon my Head ? 

^iumerle , thou weep’ ft ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) : 

Wee’le makefoule Weatherwith de'pifcdTeares: 

Our fighs, and they, (frail lodge the Summer Corne, 

And make a Dearth in this Revolting Land* 
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Or (frail we play the wantons, with our woes^ 

And make fome pretty match with (fredding teares? 

As thus : to drop them (till upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

Within the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not thisill, doe well ? well, well, I lee 
I talke but idly, and you moeke at me* 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord North umber, land , 

What fayes King Bulltngbrooke ? will his Ma/erty 
G ive Richard leave to live, till B ichard die ? 

'You make a leggeand Bullingbrooke (ayes I, 

Nor. My Lora,in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe* 
Rich. Downe, downe I come, like glift’ring Phaeton , 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades* 

In the bafe jCourt. ? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe 
Tocome at Traytorscalis, and doe them grace". (King, 
In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, down! 
ForNight-OwIes fhrike, where mounting Larks (frould 
Bui, W hat fayes his Ma/efty ? ffing* 

AV. Sorrow and griefe of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man? 

Yet heis come* 

Bui. Stand all apart, 
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Rich. Well you deferv’d : 

They well deferueto have. 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get* 

Vnclc give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes, 

Teares {hew their love,butwant then* remidies* 

Cofin 1 am too y ouog to be your F ather. 

Though you are old enough to be my Hctre- 
What you will have* He give, and willing too. 

For doe we pioft, what force will have us doe* 

Set on towards London: 

Cofin^'sitfo? 

A«/.Yea,my good Lord. 

R »c£.Then 1 mull not fay, no. JF lonrifo, Extant. 



Enter Quecnc /tnd two L adies . 

6)ju What /port fhall we devbe here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 
£*.Madam,we’le play at Bowles. 

^a.’Twill make me thinke the world is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we’ie Dance; 

Qu. My leggescan keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure keepe sin Griefe. 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other {port. 

£*♦ Madam* we’le tell Tales. 

Of forrow, or of griefe ? 

La. OF eyther Madam. 

£ht y Of neyther Girle. 

For if of ioyjbeing altogether wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of forrow : 

Or If of griefc,being altogether had, 

Itaddes more forrow to my want of joy; 

For what I have, I neednot to repeat j 
. .. ' And 




of Richard the fecon 'd. 

And what T want, it bootes not to complained 
La. Madam , Ilefing. 
j^«.‘Tis well that thou haft caufe ; 

But thou Ihould ft pleafemebetter,would’ft thou weejte. 
La. I could weepe,Madam , would it doe you good. ; 
g>m. And'I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teareofthee* 

Enter a Gardiner , and two Ser Hants. 

But ftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the fliadow ofthele Trees. 

My wretchednefle,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’le talke of ftate : for every one doth Co, 

Againft a change; Woe is fore runne with woe. 

Gard.Gcc binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, ' 
Which like unruly Children,make their Syre 
Stoupe with oppreflion of their prodigall weight ; 

Give fome fupportance to the bending twigges* 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of, too faft growing fprayes* 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth : - 
All'muft beeven,in our Govcrnement; 

You thuslmploy’d , I will goe root away' 

The noyfome weedes,that without profit iucke 
,The Soyles fertility from wholefbme flowers. 

Ser. Why fhould we, in thecompaffe of a Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, : • 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme Gate f 
W hen our Sea-walled Garden,( the whole Land ) 

Isfull of WeedeSjher faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruin d,her Hedges ruin’d, 

Her Knots difbrder’ a, and her wholeiome Hearbes 
Swarming withCaterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath luffcr’d this dilordcr* d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafer; 
he Weeds that his broad -fpreading Leaves did {belter, 
inatieem'd, in eating him, to hold him up, 

Arc pull’d up,Root, and all, by Bolingbrook; , 
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I meane the Earle of Wiltlhir efiujhyflreene'^ 

Ser . What are they dead ? 

Card' They are. 

And Bnllingbrooke hath leiz’d the waflefull King* 

What pitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeaje • 
And wound the Barke,the skin of our Fruite-trees, ’ • 

Leaft being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done fo.to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to bcare, and he to tafte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crewne, 

Which wafte and idle houres,hath quite throwne downe. 
«SVr. VVhat thinke you the King fhall be depos’d ? 
Card. Depreft he is already, and depos’d 
*Tis doubted he will be* Letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Torke, 

1 hat tell blacke tidings* 

i2**Oh I ampreft to death, through want offpeaking; 
Thou old Adams likeneffe, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unplealing 
What £^<?,whatferpcnt hath fuggefted thee, (newes? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ll thou lay King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’ft thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Carn-ft thou by this illtydings? Speake thou wretch* 
<?**r</.Pardon me Madam- Little joy have I 
To breath thefe newes; yet what Ilay,is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of BulUngbrooke , their fortunes both are weigh’d: 

Jn your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities,that make him light ; 

But in the Ballanceof great "Bu/lingbroobf t 
Befides himfelfe, are all the Englifh Peeres, 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. 







of Richard the fecond. 

Poll you to London, and you’l finde it fo, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know- 

Nimble mifehance, that art fo light of foote, 
Dothnot thy Embalfage belong to me ? 

And am f laft that know it ? Oh thou think’ft 
Toferueme laft, that I may longed keepe 
Thyforrow in my breaft.. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe- 
What,wasl borne to this? that myfadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bulltngbrooke l 
Gard’ner, for telling me this newes of woe* 

I would the Plants thou graft’ll may never grow. Exit. 

Card. Poore Qpecne , lb that thy Hate might be no 
I would my skill were fubie£ to thy curie : (worfc. 

Here did flie drop a teare, here in this place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth, here ftiortly fliall be feene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. ExitL 



Quart us, , Secena Prima . 



Enter as to the P arliament-,Bullingbrooke i AutHerle t Nor 
thHmberla»d i Percj J Fitz,-tVater, Surrey garble, Abbot 

ofWeftminfter.HcrauldiOffctr,*, and Bagot. 



Bui. Call forth Bagot. 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, 

VVhat thou doll know of Noble Glofiers death 
Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 
I he bloo d y Office of< his timelelfc end, 

Bag> Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bui. Cofin, (land forth and looke upon that man- 
Ag* My Lord vdumerle^X know your daring tongue 

Scornes to unfay what it hath once deliver?- § g 

In that dead time, when gbflert. death was plotted. 
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I heard you fay, Is not my armeof length, 

That reacheth from the re’ftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as Callis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amoneft much other talke,that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather refute 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes. 

Then Bulliygbrookes returne to England; adding withal], 
How bleft this Land would be, in this your Cofins death. 

slum. Princes and Noble Lords : 

WhatanTwer fhall I maketothisbafeman : 

Shall 1 fo much difiionour my faire ftarres, 

Onequall termes to give him chafiiccmcnt ? 

Eyther I muft,or have mine honour Ipoyl’d 
With th* Atteindor of his fland’rous Ups, 

There is my Gage, the manuall feale of death 
That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft. 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd,is falfe. 

In thy hearts blood, though .being all too bate, 

T o ftainc the temper o f my Knightly fword . 

'Bul.Bagot forbcare,thou (halt not take it up. 

Aum . Excepting one, I would he were the heft 
In all.this prelcnce,that hath moved me fo. 

Pit*.. If that thy valour fland onfympathies : 

T here is my Gage, Aumerle , in Gage to thine : 

By.that faire funne, that fhewes me where thou ftand’ft, 
I heard thee fay, (and vantingly thou fpak'ft it ) 

T hat thou vycr’t cau fe of Noble G iojicrt death. 

If thou denicft it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy faUehood to thy heart, 

,W here it wasforgea w ith my Rapiers poynt. 
^«».Thoudar’ft not (Coward) live to fee the day, 
Fifz.. Now by. my Soule,I would it were this houre* 
Aum.Fitwater thou art damn’d to hell for this. 

Per. %/i umcrle-y thou lyeft : his honour is as true 
Inthisappeale,asthouartall uniuft: 

And that thou art lb, there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee,to th*. extrcameft poynt 
Of mortall breathing. Seize it if thou dar'ft. 
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[Aum.hnd if I doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifh morerevengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

S u r. My Lord Fit water: 

I doe remember well, the very time 
jHmerle, and you did talke. 

F/r*. My Lord, 

'Tisvery true : You were in pretence then ; 

And you can witnefle with mej this is true. 

Sur. As falfe, by heaven. 

As heaven it felfeistrue. 

Fits.* Surry , thou lyeft, 

Sur. Difhonourable Boy; 

That lye (hall lye fo heauy on my fword. 

That it fliall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver ,and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull- 
Inproofewhereof,there is mine Honours pawne. 

Engage it totheTryall, if thou dar’ft* 
lnz,. How fond ly doft thou fpurre a forward Horfe ? 
IfIdareeate,or drinke,or breath, or live, 

I dare meete Surry in a Wildernefle, 

And fpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of Faith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Correction. 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifh'd Norfolks fay, 

That thou Aumerle did ft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

Aum.Some honeft Chriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolke lies. here doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald,to try his honour- 

Bui. Thefe differences fliall all reft under Gage, 

Till Norfolke be repeal’d : repeal’d he fhall be ; 

(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d againe 

To all his Lands and Seigniories: whenhee’s return’d, 

Againft Aumerle we will inforce his Tryall. 

H Car. 
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€ar. That honourable day {Rail ne’re be feene< 

Many a time hath banifih’d JVorfothf fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigneofthe Chriftian Crofle 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workes of warre, retyr’d himfelfe 
To I, taly , and there at Venice gave 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bui. Why Bifhop , is A Torforfy dead ? 

Carl. As Pure as I live my Lord. 

^ Bui. Sweet peace conduft his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences fhall all reft under 
Till we afligne you to your dayes of Tryall. ( gage, 
Enter Torky. 

Torhe. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Rtchard,who with willing foule 
Adoptsthee Heire, and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the pofleflion of thy Royall Hand. 

Alcend his Throne, defeending now from him. 

And long live Henry , of that Name the Fourth# 

Bui. In Gods Name, lie alcend the Regall throne. 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid- 
VVorft in this Royall Frelence may I Ipeake, 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeakc the truth. 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prelence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard ;then true Noblenetie would 
learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

What fubjeft can give /entence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is no t Richards fubjeii ? 
Tneevesare not judg d,bucthey areby to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And {Rail the figure of Gods Ma/efty, ' rv ; 

His Captaine, fteward, Deputy e!e<ft, 

Anoynted, Crown'd and planted many year es. 
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Be judg'd by fubje£ls,and inferior breath. 

And hehimfelfe not prefent ? Oh,forbid ,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , loulesrefinde 
Should fhew fo heynous,blacke,obfcene a deed. 

I fpeake to fub/edis, and a fubjeft fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytorto prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crowne him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglilTi fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A&. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wanes 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kinde confound , 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabite and this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, ifyourearethis Houfe againft this Houfe 
]t will the wofulleft Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curled Earth# 

Preventit, refill it, letitnotbe fo, 

LeallChild, Childs Children cry againft you, Woe. 

N wA.Well have you argu’d Sir : and for your paines. 
Of CapitallTreaibn we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge, 
Tokcepehimfafely.till his day of Tryall. 

May it pleafeyou , Lords, to grant theCommons Suit ? 

A«//.Fetch hither A/cW^,tbat in common view 
He may furrender : fo we {Rail proceede 
VVithout lufpition. 

T or. I will be his ConJuft. Exit. 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer * 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands : 

Enter Richard and Torky. 

Rtch. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have {Hooke off the Regall thoughts 

H 2 Where? 
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Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have Iearn’d 
To insinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee» 

Give Sorrow leave awhile, to returneme 
To this fubmiflion* Yet I will remember 
The favors ofthele men : were they not mine ? 

Did they notfomctimccry, All hayie to me ? 

So ludasdidto Chrift = but he in twelve. 

Found truth in all, but one ;1, in twelve thoufand, none, 
God lave the King : will no man fay , Amen ? 

Am f both Priefl and Clarke ? well then. Amen. 

God favethe King , although I be not he: 

And yet Amen , it Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what ferviee, ami fent for hither ? 

5V.To doe that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tyred Ma/eftydid make thee offer.:-. 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry BullingbrooVe» 

Rich. Give: me the CrownHere Cofin. feiie the Crown : 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another. 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre , 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of Water 
That Bucket downe, andfullofTearesam I, 

Drinking my Griefes, whilft you mount up on high. 
Bui- 1 thought you had beene willing to refigne. 

Kick* My Crowne I am , but ftill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Gloriesand my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King ofthofe* 

'BuL Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown* 
Rich .Your Cares let up, doe, not pluck my Cares down. 
My Care, is lofleof Care, by old Care done. 

Your Care, isgaineof Care, by newCarewonne : 

The Cares I giue,I have, though given a way. 

They tend the Crowne, yet ftill with me they ftay : 

Bui, Are you contented to refigne the Crowne i 
Kick- 1, no ; no, I : f<?r 1 muft nothing be : 

Therefore no.no.for 1 refigne to thee* 

' ‘ ^ ^ Now- 



of Richard the ' fecont. 

Now, marke me how I will undoe my felfe. 

] give this beany weight from oft my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly iway from out my heart. 

With mine owns Teares I walh away my blame, v 
With mine owne hands I give away my Crowne- 
With mine owne Tongue deny my facred State, 

With mine owne breath releafe all duuous Oathes : 

All pompe and Maicfly I doe torfweare: 

My Mannors,Rents,Revenews, I forgoes . 

My Ads, Decrees, and Statutes I deny ? 

God pardonall Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee* 

Make me, that nothing have,with nothing gnev d, 
Andthou withal! pleas’d, that haft all atchiev’d, v. 

Long rnay ft thou live in Richards Seatetofit, 

And foone lie Richard in an earthy pit. 

■ God fave King TWj'.un-king’d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-fLine dayes- : . 

What more remaines- ? . isti aji .'Si j on wonx bnA 

Nor. No more : but that you read MO 

Thefe Accufations,and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perfon,and your followers 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : 

I hat by confefling thena,uh« foules of then 
May deeme.that you- are worthily depos’d. 

Rich. Muft I doe fo ? and muft I ravell out 

My weav’d upfollyes?GcntleAVrA«»»^r/4»^, . 

Ifthy Offerees were upopRecprdr, ; io a n . jo -A ■■■ 
Would it not fhame thee in fo faire a troupe,. ) 

Toreade a Leisure cf them ? If thpu would ’fir, .Vi 

There ftiould’ft thou find one haynous Article 
Containing.the depofingofa King, 

And cracking the llrong warrant of aft Oath, -H 

Mark’d with a Blot 3 damn'dimbepooke of Heaven* 
Nay,all of you>that ftand -and. lo»ke »|rt)n.mei . 

Whil ft that my wrerchednefle doth bait my felfe. 
Though feme of you, with Pilate wafti your hands, 

H,3\ Shewing 
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Shewing an outward pitty ; yet you Pilatet 
Have here deliver’d me to my fowre Crofle, 

And Water cannot wafhaway yourfinne. 

AV.My Lord difpatch,read o’re thefe Articles. 
Hich. Mine eyes are full of tearcs,I cannot fee : 
And yet fait- water blindes them not fo much. 

But they can fee a fort of Traytors here, 

Nay^f 1 tume mine eyes upon my fclfe, 

I finde my fclfe a Tray tor with the reft 
For I have given here my fbules content, 

T’ undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bate, a foveraigne, a flave ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubie£ j State, a Pefant, 

Afar. My Lord. , 

RfaA-No Lord ofthine,thou haught-infulting man 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have no Name,no Title : 
No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But *tis ufurpt: alackethe heavy day. 

That! have wornefo many Winters out. 

And know not now,what Name to call my fclfe,' 
Oh,that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing before the funneof Bullingbroohe , 

To melt my fclfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good. 
And it my word be fterling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither ftraight. 

That it may /hew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

A«/.Goe lome ofyou, and fetch a Looking-Glafle. 
^ or ‘ J. eat J ° T f this Paper, while the Glafle doth co 
■ff/cG Fiend, thou torments me, ere I come to Hell. 
gnl. Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland. 
/v«r. I he Commons will not then be fatisfyd- 
R^.They flullbe fatisfy'd : lie read e enough, 
When I doe fee the very Book e indeed, 

> Whcrc al1 my finnes are writ, and that’s my fclfe. 

Enter one with a Gtajfe. 

Giye «e that Glafle, and therein will I reade. 



of Richard the fecond. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ftrucke 

rnanv blowes Upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds? Qb flattering Glaffe 

Like to my followers in profpenty, - 

Thou do' ft beguile me. Was this face the face .< • 
That every day, under his houfhold Roofe, ; 

Did keepetenthoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the funne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac'd fo many follyes, 

That was at laft out-fac’d by Bullmgbrooke ? <- 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face. 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred (Rivers. 

Marke filent King, the Morall of this [port. 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face- 
2?»/.The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The Ihadow of your face. 

Rich. Say thatagaine. 

The Ihadow of my forrow : ha, lets fee, 

’Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe externall manners of laments, 

Aremeerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That (wells with filencein the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and Ithanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 
Me caufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. lie begge one boone. 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtaine it ? 

Bui. Name it, faire Cofin. V.- 

Rich. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 

For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubiefts ; being now a fubiedf, 

I have a King here to my flatterer: T' V 

Being fo great,I have no need to begge. 

Bui. Yetaske. . r.i: ;o .,.,1 ' 

Bich, And (hall I have ? 

Bui. You ihali., 
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The Lift and Death 

Rich. Thengive meleaveto goe. * '■ Vd^ 

Bui. Whither?’ 

R/^. Whither you will,lbl were from your fights.’ 
Bui. Goe fome of you convey him -to the T ower. 

R ich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly bya true Kings fell. 

Bui -On wednefday next, we folemnly let downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves* Sxeuni, 
Abbet. A vvofull Pageant h-aue we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe’s to come, the children yet un-borne, 
Shall fcelethisdayasfharpe to them as thome. 

jium. You holy clergy- men,is there no plot. 

To rid theRealmeof this pernicious blot / 

■Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effect 
What ever I fhall happen to devife* 

I fee your browes are full of dilcontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eyes ofteares, 

Come home with me to fupper, ile Jay a plot 

Shall fhew us all a merry day. ‘ Exeunt. 



^Aclm Quintus, Selena Prima. 



Eater glue cue t and Ladies . 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Iulius Cafars ill-errecled Tower: 

To whofe flint bofbme , my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Priloner, by proud Bulhngbroo^e* 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qjieene. 

Enter Richard and Gard • 

But foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My feire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 

That you in pitty may diflol veto dew,- 




of Richard the fecond. 

And \vafh him fiefli againewith true-love teares. 

Ah thou the modcil where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Innc, 

Why fnould hard-fa vor’d griefe be lodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Aie-houfe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman.doe not fe. 
To make my end too fudden jlearne good foule, 

To tl inke our former State a happy dreame. 

From which avvak’d.the truth of what we are, 
Shewesusbutthis. I am fworne Brother (fweet) 

To grim neceffity ; and he and! 

Will keepea League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe: 

Our holy lives muft win a new worlds Crownc, 

Which our prophane lioures herehave throwne dovvnc, 

fht. What, is my Richard both in lhapeand mind 
Transformed, and weikcn'd ? Hath Bulltngbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hebeeneinthy heart? 
The Lyon dying thru (let h forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth 3 if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt thou, Pupil-like, 

Take thy Correction mildly , Idffe the Rodde, 

And fawnc on rage with bale humility, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls? 

Ric^.A King of hearts indeed, if aught but beaft, 

I had beene Hill a happy King of Men. 

Good (fome time Cmeene) pi epare thee hence for France: 
1 hmke I am deadend that even heare thou tak’ft. 

As lircm my deatta-bed,my la ft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit byihe fire 

With gqod old folkes , and let them tell thee tales 

Of vyoefuil ages - , long agoe betide: 

And ere thou bid gocdpight, to quit their griefe, 

J ell thou the lamentable fell of me. 

And lend the hearers weeping to theie beds : 

For why ■? the fencelefle Brands will fympathiie 
1 he heavy accent of my moovieg tongue, 

’ . I And 
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And in companion, weepe the fire out : 

And fome will mourne in Allies, fome coale-bUcke, 
Forthedepofingofa rightfull King* 

Enter Norhumberland . 

North. My Lord,the mind o (BulUngbrooke is chang’d. 
You muft to Pomfret , not unto the Tow er. 

And Madam, there is order ta’neforyou : > 

With all fwiftfpeed,you mull away to France . 

Kish. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bulkngbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time (hail not be many houres of age. 

More than it is, ere foule linne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou fhalt thinke. 

Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe. 

It is too little, helping him to all : 

He fihall thinke, that thou which know’ll the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little urg’d,another way, 

To plu^jke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne, 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both. 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. 

North. My guilt be on my Head , and there an end 5 
Take leave.and part ,for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich* Doubly divorc’d •** (bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage 5 ’twixt my Crowne, and me. 

And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wife, 
let me un-kiffe the Oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not fo , for with a kiffe 'twas made 
Part us N orth umber land, : I, toward s the North j 
W here fhivering Cold and Sieknefie pines the Clyme ’ 

My Qjueene to France : Horn whence, let forth in pompc, 

She came adorned hither like fweet may; 

Sent backe Hollowmas, or fhort’ft of day* 

And muft we be divided f muft we part ? 
R/rA.Ijhand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
Qu- Banilh us both, and fend the King with me. 

North. That were fome Love, but little Pollicy* 

$ 5 ' 




«f Richard the feeond . 

'< 0 //.Then whither he goes thither let me goe« 

Yjcb. So two together weeping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France ; I, for for thee here; 

Better farre off,than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy way with fighes,I , mine with Groanes. 
6Ut. So longcft way /hall havethe longeft moanes. 

Etch . Twice for one ftep ile groane,the way being (hort. 
And piecethe way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there isfuch length in griefe : 

One kiffe lhall flop our mouthes, and donbly part ; 

Thus give I mine,and thus thus take I thy heart. 

Givemcmineowneagaine;’twcrcnogood parr. 
To take on me to keepe,and kill tby heart. 

So.now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may drive to kill it with a groane* 

Rich.W c make woe wanton with this fond dday ; 

Once more adieu; the reft let forrow fay, Exeunt, 



Sc den a Sccnnda. 



Enter Torke^and his Dutchejfe. 

Dut. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off. 

Of our two Cohns comming into London. 

For, Where did I leave / 

Dut, Atihat fad ftoppe,my Lord. 

Where rude mif-govern’d hands,from windowes tops. 
Threw dull and cubbifh on King Rtchards head- 
For. I hen, as 1 fayd ,the Duke (great ButUngbrooke ,) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 

Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know. 

With flow, but (lately pace, kept on his courfe.* 

While all tongues cri’d, God fave thee Bulltngbrooke y 
You would have thought the very windowes Ipake, 

1 2 So 
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So many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through Calements darted their dcfiring eye* 

Vpon his vifage ; and that all the wailes 
With painted Imagery had fayd at once; 

Iefupreferve thee, welcome TSuUmgbrooke. 

Whil’ft he , from one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steed s necke, 
Befpake them thus : I thanke you Countri-men ; 

And thus ftilt doing, thus he paft along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whtlft? 
Torke. As in a Theater, die eyes of men 
After a well grac’d A&or leaves the Wage, 

Are idlelybent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard ; nomancridc, Godfavehim;. 
No joy full tongue gave him his welcome home. 

But dull was throw ne upon his’ laered head,. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke oft'. 

His face ftill combating with tearesand fmiles 
(The badges ofiiis greefe and patience ) 

That had not God (for feme Wrong purpole) Heel’d 
The hearts of men, they mud peiforce have melted. 

And Barbarifme it felfe have pittied him. 

But Heaven bath a hand in thefe events, 

To whofehigh will we bound our calme contents. 

To Bulltnghrookc , are wefworneSnbje&snow,. 
Whofc State^nd Hohour,I for aye allow - 
Enter A»merlc. 

Dut. Heere comes my fonne t /tumeric* 

Tor • Aumerle that was. 

But that is loll, for being Richards .Friend* 

And Madam, you muftcallhim Rutland now^ 

I am in Parliament pled geyfor his truth, 

And lading fealty to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my lonne ; who are the Violets now; 
That drew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ? 
Am*. Madam* 1 know not, nor I greatly care not, 

• * God 
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God knowes, I had as liefe be none as one* 

Tor. Well beare you well in this new-ipring of time 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime . (umph's? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thole lufts and Tri- 
A urn .Vox ought 1 know my Lord,they doe. 

Ter. You wiilbe there I know. 

Aw. If God prevent not, I purpofefo. 

JV.What feale is that that hangs without thybofome 
Yea, look’d thou pale? Let me fee the writing. 

Aum, My Lord, ’tis nothing'. 

2V.No matter then who lees it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writings 
Aum. T do befeech your G‘ ace to pardon me, 

It is a matter of fmall confequence. 

Which for feme reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor • V Vhich for fome reafons fir, I xneane to fee : 

I feare,I feare. 

Dut. What fliould you feare • ' o 

’Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is entred into a - 
For gay apparrell againd the Triumph . 

Tor. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to? wife, you are a foole.' 

Boy^let me fee the writing. • 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let melee t 1 fay. Snatches it. 
Treafon/oule treafon, villaine,traytor, Have. 

Dut. What’s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor. Hoa, who’s within there jiaddie mydtcrfe, 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

Dut. Why, what is’t ray Lord ? 

Tor. Give me my boots,I fay ; Saddle my h 
Now by my honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appea.ch the villaine. 

Dut. What is the matter ? J( . j . jr; . . 

Tor. Peace ioolifh woman* . ,«o '.n&n y u: 

Dut. I will not peace, what is the matter Ton te? 
*Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
• ten my. poore life muft anfwer- 
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Tint* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Beets. 

' Ter. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

‘ *Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, thou art amaz'd, 
Hence ViIIaine,ncver more come in my fight. 

2Vr.Give me my Boots I fay. 

Dut. Why Terke , what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my fairc fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor, Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale thisdarkeconfpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the Krngat Oxford. 

Dut. He fiiall be none : 

Wee’l keepe him here : then what is that to him : 

Ter. Away fond woman •• were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dut • Had ft thou groan’d for him, as I have done. 
Thou wouldcft be more pittifnll : 

But now I know thy minde; thou do’ft fufpe& 

That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy ionne: 

Sweet Torks, fweet husband, be not of that mind. 

He is as like thee, asamanmaybe, 

Notliketome, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I love him. 

Ter. Make way, unruly woman. Exit. 

Dut. After %/iumerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And bee thy pardon,erehedoeacculethec. 

He not be long beh nde: though I be old, 

I doubt notbut to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground. 




ef Richard the feeend. 

Till Butfagboeki have pardon'd thee: A way, be gone ,Ex, 



Secena Tertia. 



Enter Bullingbrookefercjjtnd other Lords* 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fpnne ? 

•Tis full three monthes fince I did fee him la ft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)hc might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavcrnes there a 
For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-re (trained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they lay j as Hand in narrow Lanes, 

And robour watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , toiupport 
Sodiffoluteacrew. 

Per. My Lord ,fomc two dayes fince 1 law the Prince, 
And told him of theie triumphes held at Oxford* 

Bui. And what fa yd the Gallant? 

Per. His anfwer wa s, he would unto the ftewea. 

And from the common’ ft creature plucke a glove 
And w. arc it as» avour, and with that 
He would unhor.e the : n ftieft challenger. 

Bui. As diifolute as delp’rate, yet through both, 

Hec fome fparks of better hope : which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here ? 

Enter Aumerle * Is;." S’-,- 1 

W here is the King ? 

Bui. what meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And' lookes fo wildely ? (iefty 

j God fave your Grace, I doe bcfcech your Map 
i0 have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

"'•Withdraw your felves,and leave us here alone, 
hat is the the matter with our Cofin now ? ; r 

Aum. 
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Aum.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth j 
My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth, 

Vnleflc a pardon, ere I rife or fpeake. 

Bui. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love I pardon thee. 

A* ant. Then give me leave, that I may tume the key, j 
That no man enter till the tale be d one. 

2?#/. Have thy defire* forke within. 

Ter. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Tray tor in thy prefence there* 

Bui. Villaine, ile make thee fafe- feare. 

Aum . Stay thy revengefull hand, thou haft nocaufe to 
Tor. Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 

Shall I for love fpeakc treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore, or I will breake it open* Enter Torke. 

Bul.W hat is the matter (Vncle) fpeake,rccover breath, i 
Tell us howneereis danger, 

That we may arme us to encounter it* 

Tcr» Perufe this writing here, and thou (halt know 
The reafon that my haftc forbids me (how* 

Remember as thou read’ft, thy promilepaft- 
I doe repent me reade not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand* 

Tor. ftwas (.villaine)ere thy hand did let it downs. 

I tore it from the traytors boiome,(Ki g.) 

Feare and not loue, begets his penitence i 
Forget to pitty bim,leaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fting thee to the heart. 

Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold confpiracy, 

O loyall Father of a trecherous Sonne : 

Thou fheere, immaculate, and filver ftnintaine. 

From whence this ftreame, through muddy paifages 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelfe* 

Tby oveffiow ofgoodjconvertsto bad,. ; 

And thide abundant good nelfe-ftraJl excufe • 

This deadly plotjin thy digreffing fonne. 

Tor .So fhall my virtue be his vices bawd, ’• 
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And he (hall fpend mine Honour, with bis /ha me e 
As thriftlefie Sonnes their feraping Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dilhonour dyes, 

O r my fiiam’d life in his dilhonour lies : 

Thou kill’ft me in his life, giving him breath. 

The Traitor lives, tbetrueman’s puttodeath* 

Dutchejfe within. 

I^Whathoaf my Liege) for Heavens lake let me in* 
BuU W hat (hrill- voic’d (uppliant makes this eager cry ? 
But. A Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) 'tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 
Abeggerbegs.that never begg’d before. 

Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a lerious thing. 

And now charg’d to the begger, and the King : 

My dangerous Cofin.Iet your Mother in, 

I know (he’s come to pray for yourfoule fin. 

Tw.Ifthou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this forgivenefte , profper may. 

This felter’d joyntcut off.thereftrefts iound. 

This let alone, will all the reft confound .Enter D utebefftt. 

But O King, beleevenot this hard-hearted man. 
Love, loving not it fei.fc, none other can 
2V.Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here, 
Shalhby old dogges once more a Traitor reare ? 

But. Sweet Aorke be patient, heare me gentle Liege* 
Bui. Rife up good Aunt. 

Bu. Not yet, I thee be leech. 

For ever will I knee’.e upon my knees, 

And never.iee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rut land, my tranfgrefling Boy. 

1 -"»w.Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee- 
Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 
Dut. Pleades he inearneft? Looke uponhisFace, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayers are injeft : 

His wordscome from his mouth, ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

• e P ra y With heart , and foule . and all belide J 
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His weary joynts would gladly rife, I know. 

Our knees fliall kneele, till to the ground they grow* 

His prayers are full of falfe hypoerfy, 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to have. 

Bui. Good Aunt ftana up. 
r Dut. Nay, doe not fay Hand up. 

But pardon firfl, and afterwards Hand up. 

And if I were thy Nnrfe thy tongue to teach , 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy lpeech. 

I never long d to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee how. 

The word is fliort,but not fo Chore as fweet. 

No word like Pardon,for Kings mouth's fo meet* 
7<?r.Speake it in French, (King) fa y, Pardon tte moy. 

‘Dut. Doft thou teach pardon, Pardon to deftroy ? i 
Ah my fowre husbandry hard-hearted Lord, 

Thatfet’ft theworditlelfe, againft the word. 

Speake pardon as’tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French we doe not underlfand. 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there j 
Or in thy pittious heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearfe. 

Bui. Good Aunt (land up. 

Dut. I doe not fueto Hand, 

Pardon is all thefuit I have in hand* 

Bui. I pardon him as heaven fliall pardon mes 
Dut . O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 

Yet am I ficke forfeare , fpeake it againe. 

Twice laying pardon, doth not pardon tyvainej 
But makes one pardon ftrong* 

BhI. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dut. A God cn earth thou art. 

BhI. But forourtrufty brother-in-law, theAbbot, 

With all the relt of thac conforted crewi 
Deftru&ion flraight fhall dogge themattheheeles* 

Good 



of Richard the fecond. 

Good Vnele helpe to order feverall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They Ihall not live within this world F fweare, 

But I will have them if I once knew where. 

Vnele farewell , and Cofin too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true* 
X>#t,Cotr»e my old fon,I pray heaven make thee new.’ 
Enter Extort ^and Servant. Exit. 

Tjr.Didft thou not marketheKing what wordshe Ipake. 
Have 1 no friend will rid me of this living feare : 

Was it not fo ? 

Ser. Thofewere his words. 

Ex. Have I no friend (quoth he) he fpake it twice. 

And urg'd it twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex. And fpeakingithe wiftly look’d on me. 

As who fliould fey, I would thou weft the man. 

That would divorce this terror from my heart, 
Meaningthe King at Pomfrct : Come,let’s goe, 

I am the King ; friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit . 



Scxna Quart a. 



Enter Richard * 

.K/fA. I have beene fludying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue, unto the world: 

And for becauie the world is populous. 

And here is not a creature, but my felfe, 

I cannot doe it : yet ile hammeft out. 

My braine,ile prove thefcmale to mySouIe 
Myfoule,the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation -ot fliU breeding thoughts ; 

And thefe fame thoughts, people this little world 
P hum fs like the people of this world, 
or no thought is contented. The better fort, 
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As thoughts of things Divine, are interm ixt 
With fcruples , and do fet the Faith itfelfe 
Againft theFaith ; as thus Co me little .ones ;andthen 
It is as hard to come, as fora Camell ( again;, 

Tothrcd the pofierne of a Needles eye* 

T houghts tending to Ambition , they do plot 
VnJikely wonders ; how thefe vaine vveake nailes 
Mayteare a naflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride*. 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themtelvcs. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 
Norlhallnotbe thelaft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe that fliame 
That many have , and others muft fit there ; 

And in this thought, they findeakindof eafe, 

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before indur’d the like* 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And nonecontented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me wilh my felfe a Begger, 

And lb lam. Then crufning penury, 

Perfvvades me, I was better when a King j 
Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king’d by Bullingbrooke, 

And flraight am nothing*But what ere I am, Mnf c \e % 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing flhall be pleas’d, till he be eas'd 
With being nothing. Muficke doe Iheare ? 

Ha, ha ? keepe time ; How fowre tweet Mulicke is, 
When time is broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke ofmens lives ■: 

And here have 1 the daintinefle of eare, 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and time, 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke; 

2 wafted Time* and now doth Time wafie me :• ' i! i! 

- or now hath time made me his numbring Clocke : 

My 




of Richard the fetond. 

k(v thoughts are minutes ; and with fighes they iarre, 
Thete watches to mine eyes the outward W atch, 
Whereto my finger,likeaDiallspoint, » 

Is novnting ftill, in clenfing them from teares. 

Now fir,the found that tels what hOure it is, 

Are clamorous grones, that firlke upon my heart. 
Which is the bell : fo fighes and teares, and grones. 
Shew minutes, houres* and times : O but my time 
Runs poafting on;in BtdhkgbhoksK proud ioy, . 
While Ifland Fooling Here, bis jacke o’th’ Clocke* 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more,. 

For though it havcholpe mad men to their wits. 

In meit feemes,ic will make, wife-men mad : 

Yet bletTmg on his heart that gives it me ; 

For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Isa ftrange brooch, in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groome • 




Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 

2f»c/i.ThankesNoblePeere* . 

The cheapeft of us,is ten gtotes to deare* * 7*"- 
What artihou. ? And how com’ft thou hither ? 

Where no man ever comes.but that fad dogge 
Thatbrings mefoo.d,to make misfortune live? 

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy ftabfe( King) 
Whenthou wer’t King,who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length hitte gotten ifeave _ 

To looke upon m y ( to me ci mes Ro y a 1 1) m a ft e r s face. 

0 how it yern’d my heart, when 1 beheld 
In London ftreets, that Corronation day, 

When Bullingbrooke rode on Roane .BarbaryV - 
ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft befirid, 

2 hat Horle, that I fo carefully haue dreft* 

■S*c/5,Rode he on Barbary ?tellme gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

Groo, So proudly,as if hehad difdain'd Che ground, 
Bieh, So proud, itifr&uiliiiigBrvbke wS^bn Ki^batfke ; 
That jade hath eate bread from my Royall hand. 
*hishand hath made him proud with clapping him* 

S3 Would 
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Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall downe 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and breake the hecke 
Of that proud man,thatdid ulurpe hisbacke? 
Forgivenefle horfe ; why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw d by man 
Was’tborneto beare?I wasnot madea horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an Afle, 

Spur-gall’d,and tyr’d by jauncing Bullmglrooke, 

Enter Keeper with a dijh. 

Fellow, give place, here is no longer flay. 
Rich.K thou love me, ’tis time thou wer’t away.' 
Groo. What my tongue dares not , that my heart lhall 

Exit. 

i Keep. My Lord wilt pleafe you to fall too ? 

Fich. Tafteof it firft,asthou wer’c wont to doo. 
Keep. My Lord I dare not: Sir Percy of Exton, 
Who'lately came from th King, commands the contrary! 

Fich. The divell take Henry of Lancafter , and thee; 
Patience is ftaleand I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe,Jielpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants • 

Hi. How now? what meanes death in this rude a {fault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goerthou and fill another roome in hell. 

Exton Jh-ikys him downe. 

That hand fhall burne in never-quenching fire, 
Thatffta,ggers thus my perfon. A.vro«,thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood, ftain’d the Kings owne land. 
Mount, mount my foule,thy feateis up on high, 

Whif ft my.grolfe fleftr firikes downeward hereto dye* 
Ex. As full of valour as of Royall blood, 

Both have I fpiltj Oh would the deed were good, 
Fornow the divell, that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

1 his dead King to the Jiving King ile beare, 

.Take hence the reft; and give them burial! here. Exit, 




Flearijhy Enter B ullingbrooke ,Y orke^ifh 
other Lords, and Attendants. 

BulNnc\t Yorke,thelateft newes we heare, 

Is that the Rebels have confirm’d with fire 
OurTowne of Ciceter inGlocefterfliire, 

But whether they be tane or fiaine,we heare not 
Enter Northumberland > 

VVelcome my Lord, what is the newes ? 

Nor. Firft,to thy facred ftate,wifh I all happinefle ; 

The next ne wes is, I have to London fcnt 
Theheads of Salisbury , Spencer filunt , and Kent : 

The manner of their taking may appeare 
At large difcourfed in this paper here. 

Bui. W e thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines. 

And to thy worth will adde right worthy games* 

Enter Fitx-water. 

Fitx. My Lord, I have from Oxford lent to London^ 
The heads of Broccas ,and Sir Bennet Seely , 

Two of the dangerous confortedTraitors, 

That fought at Oxford, thy dire overthrow* 

Bui. Thy paines Fttz.-rs>ater,{[\&\\ not be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy , and Carhle. 

Per. The grand confpirator, Abbot oi Weslmtnftcr* 
VVith clog of confcicnce,and fowre melancholly. 

Hath yeilded up his body to thegraue, 

But here is £W//<r, living to abide 

Thy Kingly doome, and fentence of his pride. 

■#«/. Carhle , this is your doome; 
o°ie out fome fecret place, fome reverend roome 
-.ore than thou haft, and with it joy thy felfe: 

0 as thou liv’ft in peace, dye free from ftrife : 

For 
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. 7k £7$ Death 

"Tor though mine enemy thou haft ever beene. 

High iparkesof honourin thee I have feene. 

E vter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Herein all breathleffe lies 
The mightieftof thy greateft enemies 
R i chard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought, 

Bttl. Exton, I thanke dice nof,for thou haft wrou°ht 
A deed of {laughter, with thy fatall hand* & 
Vpon my headySrtd.afl this famous Land. 

A. v. From ydarpwne mouth my Lord, did I this deed. 
Bui. They love not poyfoh, that doe poyfon need, 
Nor doe I thee : though f did wiffi him dead, 

I hate the murthercr,lave him murthered* f 

The guilt of cerifcience take thou for thydaboug,- 
But neyther my good word ,nor Princely favour. 

And never fhewthy head by day, nor light- f 
Lords,I proteft my ibuleisfuliof woe, : s;.:i. I'j.v 

T hat blobdrftjo'Hl'd fprihkle me, and-imatke megrow, 
Come m0urnej;v^ith-me,fer that Ld<b!e lament* ;■!; 

And put on fuilenb'acke incontinent: A 
I Inmate i voyage 'to the Hudy-land. I t !/u> * ; ' • 

To wafh this blood off from my guilty%ftd © r. b : . :i c " 
March fadly after. grace tbyimourningheh^' ' -n or;? 
In weeping after thisamimely beb&b-O - Exeuxt. 
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